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AUNT
PATSY’S
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GLASSES

(Copyright, by Jussph H. Bowies.)

"“Well, whal shall wa do abouf her?”
Jabez demanded grimiy—Jabes, the
{ younger, who had tried snd fafled, “It
Is useless to try to live with her—it
can't be done! Milly wus patience it
#olf, and the children pever opened
thelr mouths before her, She's n rég-
lar old oat! 1 toted her back to the
hollow, with meal and what ot
enough to keap her awhile, and leit
keér to hoot with the owls, But it
won't do! The neighbors will ory
shame If we leave the widow of our
Uncle Jaber to dle alome. 1f they
kngw her us we do—"

The rest of the gentence was lost in
i growl Sufficlently strong langunge
was forbldden Deacon Watkin, shin-
ing light of lttle Mount Zion,
~John, his brother, stood whittling,
malting o litter on the npeat hearth.
Hig davghter, slim and still, was wash-
ing dishes at the slok, taking no part
In the family counell, but éver and
amon her bright eyes darted eager
glanges and ber lipa trefnbled with de-
flre, It wis In the days when young
people walted permission to spenk.

Johs gave a finnl flirt to the bit of
pine stick and shut his knlfe, “There,
wife, I've made s mess for ye—ail on
acoount of Jabes” widow, [ don't
know what we ¢an do, She sha'n't
come heére agaln—not by a jugful! But
U'll do my part by the old lady. We
three boys can afford to kesp her, and
we cen afford to pay 4 girl to stay
there with her. Wa can got ohe for
six bits a week.”

“You'll have to get & new girl every
Saturday wight” Jabez grunted
“There aln't & girl atop o' earth as 1a
Boin' to put up wi' ‘er tantruws,"

And then Lyenette spoke. piling
sensitively: “Let me go, mother! Let
me try Aunt Patsy!’

There wns astonished sllence, and
then her father whistled,

“Yon try your Aunt Patsy, Trotkins!
Well, I'll be groomed!"

“No, gir,” soberly. “But I've always
ltked Aunt Patsy, and I'm sorry for
her. T belleve 1 can  get along with
her—alone. And I want the six bits.”

She made the admission gravely,
She was 80 exquisitely truthful her
motlves naver clouded themaelvas, nor
took on false colors, Was |t sllly to
long mo ardently for the trifles dear
10 girlhood—ribbons, Jaces, soft bright
sarments to adorn her young prettl-
pess? Bometmes she gatherad forns
aud flowers, twining them In her hair,
clasplng them to her bosom, her eyes
bright und innocent as the eyes of a
sell admiripg infant. 1f vanity urged
her, surely the sin was not unpardon-
able.

None of this at home, however, She
woré her holland snd homespun and
was stald and sensible, a ittle mald
for stald, senslble parents to trust and
cherlsh,

It took some time to win a :rudgins
permission to “try her hand” but
otice given her spirits rose, She was
optimistic, perhaps = bit self-confident.
But it seemed to her that she should
succeed—that the lonely old heart had
& hidden key, which it was possible
to find. Sihe mehnt to try.

“Aunt Patsy” was & local figure.
For years—for hall a céntury—she
had terrorizad the community. Al
though poor und Ignorant, bher will
wits absolute and not to b questionad.
Children whispgred the word witch.
Bhe was a cross the Watkin brothers
tound bard to bear,

Btill, they tried to do thelr duty, for
Uunele Jaber' sake, They pald the
tax on her Jittle place, contributed to
her support and would have made her
one of themselves had her vile temper
permitted,

One bright June morning six weeks
later & stranger approdched the hotse.
He lifted bis hat

“May 1 see the lady of the house?"
he gueried. :

*Yes—if sho'll lot you, Tl ask™
| anawered Lyoneite the truthful, and
‘her clear young volee rang out Insist-
lelr “Aunt Palsy—Aunt Patsy! Do

; j-rpw*wut to gee n wan, Aunt Patsy?"

_ull.hantlrmanmmatnme

A0 | met no answep—Paley's were wslern
| &nd set. 8o i

her work: and then golog to the door
looked out across the valley, fulr and
peaceful in the sunlight. A long time
she stood there entramced. Lyooette
naver forgot her expression. The
welght of years, sorrow and soul
struggle Moemed MHfed She grew
young before them sad Lyowselte
turnéd awny her face whoen who sew
an unconsclous tear form and roll
slowly down,

With a long, quivering aslgh she
tock off the spectacies, wiping them
and: passed them back.

“Thank ye, sir—1 (hapk ye kindly."
Her volce was more softly keyed than
was Iis wont. “Iy rolled mway the
yoars, ! saw the old home as It looked
whon Jaber broughi me hers. I'm
nearly blind, Afn't it cor'us 1 dido't
ktiow it before? It was nlee—I thank
ye for the ook, But I won't take no
more o your time, 1 can't buy—so
there's an end o' fg!"

“Only five dollurs! Byrely you oan,
grandma! Pive dellars for the best
Rlasaen In the country.”

8he shook her bhead. “T esn't!™ o
gretially. “I'm so oid it don't matter,
One s almost done seeln’, at 80,
G'long, sir—I can’t y."”

The opticlan buttoned his case, still
looking at her. Had he looked at Ly-
onolte he would have foynd a study
there,

Profound sympathy bad stirred her
at first. And then o thought sprang
to iife, full.grown, The¢ mones sarned
by slx weeks' patlent work lay snugly
tucked lo the toe of an old stocking
Four—fifty—she had not spent a cen’.
Something told her the spectagié man
would take that and let Patsy have
the glasses. As If in answer to: the
thouphi he spoke, adjusting the strap

“I'm coming back in abotut Iwo
weeks, I have a certaln route, over
which I ga, I am responsible. If my

patrons area  dissatigfled I'm to be
found. You need those glasees hadly,
grandmn, for heajth's sake—vowr have
headaches, don't you? 1 thought so.
And for the sake of vour buzlisss anl
your pleasure, 1'd ke to make térms
with voo "

Stlll Patsy shook her head and still
the pitying volee pleaded in the soul
of Lyonette, “BHut she's selflshsand
croga! She cares for no one bul ber
gelf!"™ urged other volces, “She would
not spend a cent on me to save my
Ife. And I've put up with so much to
earn the money! It will buy me the
pretty shoes—shoes llke other girls
wear—and a8 plok Tawn, lght aod
bright s a cloud. And ribbhons—aoh,
I can't!™

The man tipped his bhat and walked
away. And Lyonette stood staring
biaukly at the sirip of sunsghine where
he had stood.

“It's time to put on dinner!" & snap-
pish volce broke ber trance, “All you
do Ig to stand and gawk. Why don’t
you git to work? I like to see young
folks move, T do. It's all along of
your ralsin’, though—how could any.
one expect ye Lo amount to anything?
Why, your name's enough, Lyonetta!”
Her contempt escaped In a snort, "1
wanted "em to call ye for me you
bein' the on'y girl ln the family, Bul
It musat be Lyonette, Well, Lyonatte,
peel the tuters.”

Lyonette peeled the taters. She did
it very sllentiy. In her ‘heart self tri-
umphed. She was glad—yes, gl she
had kept her precious money. It made
her trémble thinking of that moment's
woakuess, Why should she waste any-
thing on the cross old thing who knaw
nothing but to scold and nag? What
had she done to merit this tirade?
What If they had called her "Patsy,”
to please her?

She was something more than {1
humored the rest of the day—she was
simply ferociots. Her face kept the
peculiar pallor that brooding, sullen
anger glves. Once or twice the
thought flitted through the mind of
Lyonetie that that moment's cluteh
on the joy of renewed vision had
plunged her (ulo deeper dackness. She
put the thought from her quickly,
Patsy was o vixen—what mattered the
Immedinte cause of the outbreak?

The next Saturday the old lady
nrosy, determination In her eve,

“I'm goin” visltn', Lyonette,” she
agnounced. *1 shall be goue a day or
two. You are to stay here and look
after things. You've got to mind the
little ehiokans.”

“But, aunt!” Lyonette exposinlated
in dismay, "I'm afraid to stay here at
night alone!” !

“I've slayed alone, day and night,
for many & year,” grimiy,  “The owls
And whippoorwills won't hurt ye, You
must: mind the chickens and not lot
"em sty 100 far for varmeats to
ketoh ‘8. You may scour the tins (o
w;ﬂ

The girl sald no more, What Putsy
willed must bo dons, But all at onca
she felp the money for =her coveted
outlit was bejng dearly earned. More
and more it seomed 80 durfhg the
lonely day and night which followed.
Right glad was ahe enrly Monday
morning to see her kinswoman hob-
bling bhome: _

The weldoiing smile on. ber lips

| broke down,

shrilled ber strong. high-keyed volce
There was an answering ciamor, ns
down the hillside rushed ber pets.
“One, two, threo, four, five,” counts
ed the mistress. “Six, peven, elght”—
over and over, with limitless patience,
she counted the moving mase. The re
sult was displensing,
“They're not all here™
nouneed. [ can tell! I knowed In
& minute. Oh, I'm hard to fooll
Where's the white Rosecomb, and
whear's my eh'ice red Hogilsh?
They'ré not here. What 1T want to
know, where are they?

Lyonette shrugged her shoulders
Imperceptibly. “On thelr nests, like-
Iy,” she answered;
naticed them last™
“Can’t you!" the dame shrieked In
& sudden accession of wrath. “Oh,
can't you! So It goes—all rob and
abuse me,  You'd all murder me if
You dured. Ses how my hest fowls
are picked out and sold! Yes, sold,
Lyonette! 1 ain't afeared to say what
I blleve to be gospel!™

Lyonetia paled. “Do you mean,
aupl,” she began slowly.

Patay snatohed the waorda from her
Hpg. "1 mean ye be a get o thisves
and Hars—the Watliins tribe! I mean
I'm get on and picked over by ye!
U'll lock my chickens up next time,
and and take the key, Little, Little,
Littles—what use are the call? Ya're
sold for goodles and thivgs, that's
what ye be!”

There wus 5 dared look on Lyon-
etle’'s face. BShe walked half way to
the gate, then came back, her eyes
blazing,

“1 baven't sold your chichens, Mis:
Whatkins,” she sald. “I'm golog home
WUl yon come meée 1 do not pack up
inuything belonging to you, with my
things?"

“You'll bear watching!™ Fatsy apoke
with norvous vegom. She bad gone
farther than she intended—but what
could stop her carveer? ‘'Go home!’
Bha '\hunk her fist close to the glirl's
fazs.  “Gu tomei el your hypo-
crite father I thank him for nothin',
I don't want ye, nor any o' the name.
As T've llved, so kin 1 die—alone”

That wud & week ago, In anger
Lyonetle went, but the anger was all
gone now-—sweet pity had taken lts
place.

"She's” helf crazy, Lynn,” her fa.
ther sald, stroking the Hberated curls.
“I've come to belleve she's never béen
jes’ right slnee her lttle baby died—
A peore o' years ago. It was the only
one she ever had, and she worshiped
(. Bhe alwuys had & thought Jabe's
people wanted the baby from her—I
don’t know why, Blie hated Babe's
maother; when the little one drappod
off she wouldn't have her at the
buryin’, 8he couldn't let & soul touch
it, putting it In the coffin, and tarnin’
the sorews hersélf. Bho's orazy, Lynn,
Lhat's what she 1. We hadn't ought.
er let you gone; if anybody conld a
gucceeded, voems like ‘twounld a been
you, darlin'."

“Half-erazy, and unhappy!" the soft
little volow mourned. “Did 1 do right,
daddy, to come home? You know I
didn't steal her hens!™

“Like as not ye went out and plcked
a few dinmonds,” he retorted. “Yes,
I'm ghid ye come, Let the old Indy
jaw the owls awhile. I'll gend her
some flour next tima 1 go to mil."

He had gone to mlll npow, and she
was alone, thinking pltyingly of Patay
Of her strange, dreary lfe, of the
hard work her knotted fingers had
done weil, of the Nttle dead baby the
flerce mother had loved flercely. How
nll light bad faded, leaving her in
shadow. And then she thought of
her am ghe stood in the cottage door,
50 ehger, 5o surprised—a0 sad, “One
I8 mlmost done seein’ st 80" sha seem.
ed to bear ler say.

Dreamily her glance wandered (o
the hine, blue sky of June, She was
taking mental aceount of the hundred
joys which come to her without vol-
uniary effort: How good was the
great  Glver—untbanked, misrepre
sented, denied, bot always giving!

She started with a ery ns a ghadow
fell at her feet, and a pleasant volce
sald: "Good morning! Is there any-
one nesding spectaclea, mlss? 1 am
a speclallat, will test eyes free of—"

“Youl" she said hurrledly, 8 sob In
ber volee, almost laying bold of the
man's sleeve (in ber eagerness. “I'm
%o gind you came back!" Do you re-
membor the old lady bélow there, whao
wanted your giasses go badly and had
no money ™

“Yen,” quickly, © "Yes, 1 do. Well?”

“I'll buy the five-dollar pair for ber,
Write ma a recelpt, then go at once.
Will syou be sure to give her (hat
peir ™

“T will be very sure He drew out
his mote:-bvok. "“Your name, please.”

She gave the money, counted and
gava it to him, “Thare, go right away
—{imes |8 preclous. She s almost
done seelng—don't you remember?"

. In the gloaming a drooping figure
hobbled up the wall, stopplag in front
of ‘Lyonette, who was watering her
flowers.. lg the ghocked pause they
stared helplessly luto each otber's
faced.  Aunt Patuy  wore (he new
glisses, and was vaing the ‘nighta's’

“Of courge 1 knew you didu’t take
the ohickens,” she sald, and then
3 “I've got your glasses
Lonette—they've  eleired  my
L aighte. 1 waa nearer Dlind—than |
'moﬁ"h’t.' bve fought with God—Ly-
nnnt;l. I;l'u In to hiry,  F've ssked
h!l'"lr. e b?ﬂk years
my ve auked
Hv—:m”mm Mck—-

she an-

"] can't say when |

ﬂ
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Mary Stewart Cutting

{8 an American woman livisg In a suburban town of New
York City, a keen observer of the life atound her. From
Iife as she bas seen It fnan Ameérican suburban town tribe
utary to a great city, she has constructed ber first novel,
whichhas all the sprightly intereat of her short stories,
with a deeper and more lasting real love story that she was
able 1o condense into a short story. “The Wayfarers” Iy
the name of this novel, which is now running serlally In

McClure’s Magazine
$150 a Year

2 years for $2.00 Although the price of McClure's was ralsed
October Ist from §1.00 to §1.50 n year, an opportunity is here
given.to friends of McClure's to secure it “or a while longer
at the old price of 81 a year, Any one why sends 82 before
Febroary 1, 1808, will recelve McClure's Maguzine for two

years. Send today to .
THE LEXINGTON INTELLIGENCER :
Lexington, Misspuri
]

SEE US

Before placing or renewing your FARM LOAN. We can quote you the
LOWEST RATES obtainable and give you the most advantageous
privileges,

Eastern and Home Money, Real Estate and Insurance, Both Farm
and Town. Asbracts of Title.

WILSON BROTHERS

Office Rooms 8 and 10 Haerle Building.
Call or Write LEXINGTON, MO. Phone No. B.

WHITE & KERDOLFF

Fire and Tornado Insurance on Farm Propert and Live
Stock. Short time Insurance on Grain in stack and bins.

REAL ESTATE PHONE 133

e il i (et

W. G. MCCAUSLAND, President B. R, IkeLaxp, Cashier o
Lee J. BLUSHER. Vice-President ot

THE TRADERS' BANK

LEXINGTON, - - MISSOURI
PAID UP CAPITAL - - - $50,000

This Bank does a general banking business and solicits the accounts &f cor-
orations, firms and individuals, Collection will receive prompt attention.
Liberal accomodations to depositors,

RicHARD FieLp, Presldent g
GEO. M. CaTroN, Vice-President

Charted January 29, 1875, Paid Up Capital $50, 000'

Morrison=Wentworth Bank

LEXINGTON, MISSOURI
Does a General Banking Business, Liberal Accommodation té Regular
Customers
=——BOARD OF DIRFCTORS——
Richard Field, 8. J. Andrew, J. Barnett Young. G. M. Catron, Frank Howe
Herman E, Marck, Lewis W, Cox,Ferd T. Bates, Rufus Young

ANDREW, O ier

-

) EEE L b T b e e L e L ]

THE INTELLIGENCER

= =

Can give you just what you want
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If You Have Anything To “Sell,
Advertise It In

INTELLIGENCER ;




